6o          HELEN REDEEMED
My worship 1"    So he said; but she, "They
fade,
But are not yet so old as thou hast made The  soul   thou  pinnest   here  beneath  my
breasts Which you have loved too well/'    His hand
he rests
Over one fair white bosom like a cup, And leaning, of her lips his own must sup ; But she will not, but gently doth refuse it, Without a reason, save she doth not choose it
Then when he flung away, she sat alone And nursed her hope and sorrow, both in
one
Perturbed bosom ; and her fingers wove White webs as far afield her wits did rove Perpending and perpending.    So frail, so fair, So faint she seemed, a wraith you had said
there,
A woman dead, and not in lovely flesh. But all the while she writhed within the mesh Of circumstance, and fiercely flamed her rage : " O slave, O minion, thing kept in a cage For this sleek master's handling! "    So she
fumed What time her wide eyes sought all ways, or
loomed
Like winter lakes dark in a field of snow, And still; nor lifted they their pall of woe Responsive  to   her heart,  nor  flashed  the
thrill